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age, could be seen ; and in the hedge itself an
agitated thrush hysterically proclaimed the presence
of a prowling thief, a village cat*
Out of the lasy stillness came the sound of a
barking dog, and the voices of a few villagers rose
up soft and indistinct* The dying day was sinking
gracefully into the oblivion of night* Tomorrow,
motor-cars, and strange, evil-smelling mechanical
monsters, will spring into action once again ; guns
will boom, and shells tear up the distant landscape,
for this is an artillery camp* Brought into being
each year during the summer months, brigades of
artillery come here from all over southern England,
to manoeuvre their vehicles and to fire their guns*
I had performed the duties of midwife to this
camp at its birth in late April* I had seen the
tents, large and small, spring up from the bare
grass ; I had nursed and guided and chided it
when, week after week, the brigades had arrived and
departed ; and each in turn had looked to me for
information, comfort, and guidance where the
camp itself was concerned*
My work revolved about the issuing of orders
regarding the allotment of sites, sanitation, the
complete cleanliness of the area, the provision of a
constant supply of hot water, and the adminis-
tration of the various canteens*
One of the more important, however, of my f unc~